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^8 The Tragedy ofO theHo 

Out ofmy fight. 

Dtf. I will not ftay to offend you. 
hod. Truely an obedient Lady : 

I doe befcech yout Lordfhip.call her backe. 

Oth. Miftriffe. 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. What would you with her fir? 
hod. W ho, I my Lord t 

Oth. I, you did wifla that I would make her turtle .* 

Sir (he can tume,and him*, and yet go on, 

And turne againe,and (he can weepe fir, wcepe; 

And (hec’sobedicnr,as you fay, obedient ; 

Very obedient, pr-cccd y r u in your teares, 

Concerning this fir: O well painted paflion : 

I am commanded here i - get yoUaway, 

1’le fend for you anon : --Sir.l obey the mandat. 

And will rcturne to Venice : — hence, auant, 

Crf/jwfliall haue myplace; and fir tonight 
I doe intreate that we may fup together. 

You arc welcome fir to Cypres.,— goates and monkies, 
hod. Is this the noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient ? This the noble nature. 

Whom paflion could not (hake ? Whofe folid venue. 

The (hot of accidcnt,nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze,nor peirce ? 
lag. He ismuch changed. 
hod. Are his wits fafe? is he not light of brained 
lag. He’s that he is,I may not breathe my cenfure,, 

What he might bc.ifashc might, he is not, 
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1 would to heauen he were. 
hod. What,ftrike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo wcF; yet would I knew 
That ilroake would proue the worfli. 

hod. Is it his vie ? oV V \.:n, : ' M 

Or did the letters workevpon his blood®. 

And new create this fault ? - 


T* 


The Moore of 'Venice, 

It is not honefty in me to (pcake. 

What I hauefeene and knownc,you (hall obferuc him. 
And his owne courfes will denote him fo. 

That I may True my fpeccb : doc but goc after. 

And marke how he continues. 

hod. I am forty that I am deceiu’d in him. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Othello dWEmillia. 

Oth. You haue feenc nothing then. 

Em. Nor cucr heard,nor cuer did fufpc&. 

Oth. Y cs,and you haue feenc Cajsio and (he together. 

Em. But then I fawnoharme.andthenlbcard 
Each fillablc that breath made vp bctwccnc cm, 

Oth Wliat,did they neuer whifper ? 

Em. Ncuer,my Lord. 

Oth. Nor fend you out o’thc way? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth. T o fetch her fan,hcr mask, her gloues,nor nothing?- 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. 1 durfi my Lord, to wager fhe is honeft, 
Laydownemy (oulcatftake : ifyouthinkc other, 
Rcmoue your thought, it doth abufe your bofome. 

If any wretch ha putthis in your head. 

Let hcauens requite it with the Serpents curfe, . 

For if (he be not honcff,chafte,and true, 

There's no man happy, the pureft of her Sex 
Isfoulcasflandcr. Aer/Ernillia,. 

Oth. Bid her come hither, goe. 

She fayes cnough,yct (he’s a fimple bawde, 

That cannot fay as much ; this is a fubtlc whore, 

A clofet,locke andkey,of villainous fecrets, 

And yet (hce’ll knecle and pray,Iha feene her do’t. 

E»/rrDcfdemona ane(Emi\\h, 

DeJ. MyLord,whatisvour will? 

Oth . Pray chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure? 
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